Gustawe Flaubert Letters

going to, if I can, make people talk who love each other in
the old way.

You don't have to write to me when you don't feel like it.
No real friendship without absolute liberty.

In Paris next week, and then again to Palaiseau, and after
that to Nohant. I saw Bouilhet at the Monday performance.
I am crazy about it. But some of us will applaud at Magny's.
I had a cold sweat there, I who am so steady, and I saw every-
thing quite blue.

XXXII.    To GEORGE SAND

Croisset, Tuesday

You are alone and sad down there, I am the same here.

Whence come these attacks of melancholy that overwhelm
one at times? They rise like a tide, one feels drowned, one has
to flee. I lie prostrate. I do nothing and the tide passes.

My novel is going very badly for the moment. That fact
added to the deaths of which I have heard; of Cormenin (a
friend of twenty-five years' standing), of Gavarni, and then all
the rest, but that will pass. You don't know what it is to stay
a whole day with your head in your hands trying to squeeze
your unfortunate brain so as to find a word. Ideas come very
easily with you, incessantly, like a stream. With me it is a
tiny thread of water. Hard labor at art is necessary for me
before obtaining a waterfall. Ah! I certainly know the
agonies of style.

In short I pass my life in wearing away my heart and brain,
that is the real truth about your friend.

You ask him if he sometimes thinks of his "old troubadour
of the clock," most certainly! and he mourns for him. Our
nocturnal talks were very precious (there were moments when I
restrained myself in order not to kiss you like a big child).
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